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us an even more macabre greeting. There would be
jeering, curses obviously; would they throw things,
I wondered, or try to lynch us? We rounded the
corner. On both sides the sunny street was densely
thronged with a turbaned and many-coloured crowd.
Down the centre threaded our slender file of khaki,
flanked by ragged Turkish gendarmes with rifles on
their backs and whips in their hands. The crowd was
completely silent. It just stared. And every now and
again some thrust from behind sent the front ranks
surging involuntarily towards us, and our escorts
would beat them back with their whips like dogs.
Almost at once a gendarme ran up with a light for
my cigarette. I smothered a passing impulse to
explain by signs that in England we never lighted
cigarettes. How, after all, could he tell that the
principal property in my role of the nonchalant
captive was going up in flames with the tinder-dry
tobacco? Wreathed in smiles meanwhile, Marstock
was blowing kiss after kiss to the elderly and un-
responsive females who leaned from upper windows.
We went on, chatting, past the Government build-
ings, and a Military School, from which a few under-
sized pupils hurried out and stood at attention, into
the sudden cool of the high-roofed bazaar, where a
German sailor, with Goeben on his cap, greeted us
with a friendly grimace, I had long since forgotten
to act nonchalance; it seemed so obvious by now
that it was the spectators who were on exhibition,
and not we. Past a great mosque inlaid with
coloured tiles, and beneath a high balcony on which
two boys, sitting alone, grimaced at us and made
gestures of cutting throats, we came, after an hour